PALESTINE	17
Sir, what Ahimaaz said . . . ? " "It must be fresh in your
memory. Lady, what Benaiah, the son of Jehoida, did on a snowy
day . . . ? " Then there is also the smallness and the nearness
of it all—the Mount of Olives, the Brook Kedron, the City of
David 1 • In Palestine the sites almost overlap.
There are buildings in the world and sites from visiting which
the traveller returns, tired perhaps, but with a peaceful and
calm mind, his soul at rest; but they are few and far between in
Jerusalem. Everywhere there is something which jars and at
times jars painfully.
The first time I entered the Church of the Holy Sepulchre
I was, of course, beset by guides who insinuated that they did
not want money ; they merely wanted to have the pleasure of
showing me the Holy Places. " Come, Sir, this way," and they
all pointed in different directions. I needed no guide ; I only
wanted to be alone, to rest and to meditate but it was impossible
to shake them off. They plucked at my sleeve and smiled and
bowed and refused to be dismissed. Suddenly a welcome Boy
Scout broke in amongst them, a tall youth in all the display of
his Scout's kit. " Pay no attention," he said in quite excellent
English, " to these annoying guides. I myself will look after
you. I do not ask for payment. This is my daily good act.
Will you allow me to do my penance this morning by showing
you round ? " There was something very pleasantly frank about
his manner, his appearance and his statement, though it struck
me that the word penance was a little tactless. To tell the truth
I rather fancied myself as an " intelligent tourist," but this
young man put me in my place. To him at least I was a penance*
The thought was disturbing. Was I always a penance to the
people who were kind to me ? He proved an excellent guide,
and let me sit alone in the gloom of the great church unmolested
either by himself or by others. Good, honest lad, he asked for
and received a generous reward, and I left him on the point of
doing a second " penance " with a troop of rich-looking American
ladies. Never was there a more conscientious Boy Scout—his
good acts were as numerous as were the parties of tourists, and
his rewards, I hope, profuse. He deserved them. Bright boy,
that Scout 1
In that strange city that is Jerusalem many of the most sacred
places are in the possession or custody of authorities of other
creeds. The site of the temple of Solomon and the church of
Justinian are to-day occupied by mosques. The ground on which

